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Andcomes notin,oucr-ruldcby prophecies, 

I feare the power of Percy is to w'eake. 

To wagean inftant triaH with theKing. 

£irca/,Why, my good Lord.you neede not feare, 
Thereis DouglasandLord Mortimer. 
tStnh. No, Mortimer isnot there- 
StrtJM. But there is Mordake,Vcrnon,Lord Harry Pej Cy 
And there is my Lord of Worcefter, and a head ' 

Cfgallant warriours, noble gentktnrn. 
yfnh, And fo there is, but yet the king hath drawne 
T he fpcciall head of al the land together, 

7 he Prince of Wales,Lord Iohn of Lancafter, 

Thenoblc VVeflmerland.and warlike Blunt, 

And many mo coriuales and deare men 
Of cftimation,and command in armes. 

StrM. Doubt notmy L.he fliall be veil oppos’d 
Arch,! hope nolcfle,yet,ncedftill t’is to fe<«re. 

And topreuentthe worft,firMighcll, fpeede: 

Tor if Lord Percy thriuenoterethe King 
Difmifle his power,he meanes to vifit vs° 

For he hathheardofout confederacy, * 

And,tis but wifedomc to make ff tong a^ainfthim: 
Thcrforemakehafl I mult go write aoa'inc 
To oth er friendcs & lo fare w ell,fir Mfghell. Exeunt. 
En'ertht King, Prit.te of wales, Lord John ofL ancafter , 

Ear/eof WefimtrUudfir Walter Elunt atidFalJlalffe. 

Ho\% bloudily thefunne begins to peare 
Aboue yon busky hill, the day looks pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Princel he Sou thernc wind 
Doth play the trumpet to hispurpfe s. 

And by hollow whiftlingin theleaues, 

F oretels 3 t< mpefl and a bluftring day.’ 

Then, with thclo&rslot it limpathize 
lor nothing can feemefoule to thole that winne 
7 he trumpet founds, Enter Worcefter . 

Xsng How now my Lord of WorcefWtis not welt 
1 hat you and Ifhould metre vponfuch tearmes, 

As 


Henry the fourth. 

As now we mfete.You haucdeceiudeour truft. 

And made vs doffe our cafic robes ofpeace, 
Tocrulh our old lims in vugentle fteele: 

This is not well, my Lord,this is not well. 

What fay you to it? will you againc vnknit 
This churlifh knot of all abhorred war* 

And moue in that obedient orbe agdine, 

Whercy ou di d giue a fiirc and naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d meteor, 

A prodigie of feare, and a portent 
Of brochedmifcbiefe to the vnborne times? 

Wor. Heareme.my Liege: 

For mine owneparti,I could be well content 
To entertainechclagendofmy life 
With quiet houres.Forl proteft, 
Jhauenotfoughtthc dayvofthlsdiflike, 

Kmg. You haue not fought inflow comes it them? 
Fed, Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 
Vrin Peace,chcwtt.peace. 

Ww.ItplcafdeyourMaiefty to turneycurlookcs 
Offauour,from my fclfe,and all our houfe. 

And yet I mu ft remember you my Lord: 

We were the firft and deareft of your friends, 
Fory'ou my ftaffe ofoffice didl breake, 
ImRichards time,& pofted day and nigiit 
To meetyou on the way,andkifleyour hand. 

When yet you wereinplace,andin account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I. 

It wasmyfelfe,my brother and hisfonne 
That brought you homc,and boldly did outdate 
The dangers of the timc.Ycufwore to v s. 

And you did 1 wcare that oth at Dancafter , 

That you did nothing purpofe gainft the ftate 
Norclaimenofurthcr.thenyour newfalne mht, 
The feac of Gaunt.Dukcdome of Lancafter, 

To this, we fwore our aidetbut in fljort (pace 
It raind downfortune lhowring on your head, 

Aud fuch a floud of greatnes fell on you, 
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